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Make HIM 1 Happy! 


Give him for Christmas a humidor 
of Stag, the fragrant tobacco, that 
smokers are talking so much about. 


If he already smokes Stag your gift 
will probably fill him fuller of Christ- 
mas joy than anything else you could 
think of. 





No bite— If he doesn’t know Stag your 
No sting ift will be the means of mak- 

No bag — ing him a happy man for the 
No string | rest of his life. 











And you will be delighted to have him smoke 
Stag because of its delicious fragrance. 


Beautiful groan glass humidor with 
moistenin nge in hollow top, holding 


one pound of Stag. 





Price 90 cents. Sold Everywhere. 


Also packed in the Full Size 10-cent 
Tin and the Handy +; -Size 
5-cent Tin 


i EVER- LASTING-LY 
— 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


















| Published es by the Lestie- Judge Co. 225 Fifth Ay 











Judge 


Git 1915.b4 Lestie-J Co.Eutered at the Dost. 


Office at New Yorke nd S ttiail matter. Cay, 
address" Tu Telephotie 6632MadisonSonare 


New York oh Clty) 














JohuiA Steicher eubet D, Sei 
President Secretary 
Grant E Hamilton TAWaldtoy 
Ast Director Editor 
A.E. Roflaner Treasurer 
Vol.LXV. — December 13, 1913 No. 16% 
c.9o N T E N +. = 
Cover Design: A “Skirt” . ° ° Emil Flohri 
A Reminder ° ° ° , E. W. Kemble 
Editorials: The Tango The Prospect Brief Decisions 
The Christmas Homing of Packsaddle Pete Arthur Chapman 
Desultory Definitions . ° ‘ Ted Robinson 
Old Styles and New e Walt Mason 
The Hypercritical Sailor ° Tom P. Morgan 


Maurice Switzer 


Lines to a Lady on the Fifth Floor 
Kate Masterson 


When Cupid Grins 
A Cabaret Courtship (Illustration by Fellox a J. A. Waldron 
Seeing Nellie Home . Homer Croy 
JUDGE'S Motion Pictures: The Fast Days ¢ of Pump’ ay George Carlson 

A Losing Game. Walter G. Doty 

Latest News from Hegwallow, Ky. George Bingham 

A Primer ef Proposal Stuart B. Stone 

Feminine Subtlety W. J. Lampton 

It Often Happens Hinton Gilmore 

The Reason ° Stokely S. Fisher 

The Modern Woman: Ida Husted Harper 
Curbside Comments Oreola W. Haskell 

Smiles from Overthesea, Stories with Smiles, With the College Wits, 
Passing the Mustard, Humoresques, the Best of Current Humor and 
Verse and Jest by JUDGE’S Staff. 

The Human Comedy in Pictures by Otto Schmidt, C. Bertram Hartman, 
Zim, J. Conacher, Barksdale Rogers, Walt Kuhn, Chester I. Garde, 
Pechner, Frank Godwin, A. Weil, C. W. Kahles, C. F. Peters, Ray 
Rohn, Arthur Lewis, Lou Rogers, Ralph Barton, Aug. Henkel, 


and others. 


Suffrage Snapshots 





SUBSCRIPTION RATES 
One year, or 52 numbers - . - = 00 
Six months, or 26 numbers . - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - 1.25 


Subscriptions payable in advance by draft < on New Yor :. or by express or postal order. 

EvROPEAN AGENTS—Wm. Dawson & Sons, Ltd., Bream’s Buildings, London, E.(., 
England; Brentano's, Avenue de l’'Opera, Paris; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 Join 
Street, Adelphi, London; 56 Rue de la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara Strasse, Mainz, 

Subscriptions and advertising for all the publications of Leslie-Judge Company wil 
be taken at regular rates at any of the above offices. 

Contributors must include a stamped and self-addressed envelope with all manuscripts, 
otherwise return of the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. We receiv 
such material, submitted for publication, only on condition aa we shall not be held re 
sponsible for its loss or injury whilein our hands or in transi 

If JuDGE cannot be found at any news-stand, the aes will be under obligation 
if that fact be promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 1912, 10 cents; 1911, 20 cents, et. 
2 The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright in both the United States and Grest 

ritain. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and Mexico. To Canadian Pror 
inces add 50 cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 


Marquette Building, Chicago, IIL 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Wyatt Building, Washington, D. C. 


WASHINGTON REPRESENTATIVE: 








an life holds no further joys for 
ou—when gloom sits heavy on 

your Pearle soul—cheer up! You 

still have JUDGE: fifty-two exhilarating 

issues for a five-dollar bill. 

JUDGE, 225 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 























A REMINDER 
“Ah jes’ wants te remind der young men ob dis congregashun what is got votes dat de good book done say dat dere 
was Republicans an’ sinners in Scripture times, de same as dere is ter-day. Ah don't need! ten ‘lucidate- who de sin- 
ners am, "dough dey is called by a mo’ highfalutin’ name.” 
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The Tango 


VERYBODY is dancing the tango— 
that is, everybody that dances. It 
has set the civilized world agog. Man 
and woman have danced in all ages and 
in all conditions. Going back to barba- 
rigm, the dance is found. Every tribe and 
every nation has had its dances, with ex- 
tremes from the whirling of the dervish 
to the war dance of the Indian. Biolo- 
gists have studied the characteristics of 
peoples through their dances, and scien- 
tists have labored over the psychology of 
dancing. But the tango seems to have 
involved more of humanity than ever 
danced one dance before. 

The Kaiser has forbidden the tango, 
and Berlin society is disturbed. The 
Vatican has denounced it, and still it will 
be danced. Humanity is perverse. One 
way to insure the practice of something 
is to attempt to prohibit it. There are 
places where these proscriptions of the 
tango will be effective, and other places 
where the very fact that the dance has 
been interdicted will add to its vogue. 

The tango is danced so generally in 
Paris that one of the citizens of that cap- 
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ital has suggested a change of its name 


to Tangoville. More than this, Jean 
Richepin, the poet, has eulogized the 
tango before the five academies of the 
Institute. He has seriously declared that 
one of the most necessary as well as one 
of the most beautiful of human functions 
is the dance. Even the ancients knew its 
values. Socrates, ‘‘old and ashamed that 
he knew nothing of the dance,’’ sought 
Aspasia for instruction, that his store of 
knowledge might be perfected. 

To the assertion that the tango is of 
vulgar origin, Richepin answers that 
every dance, from the jig to the gavotte, 
had a rustic beginning. Paris, he says, 
will thoroughly Gallicize the tango ana 
give it new beauties and a characteristic 
spirit. Thus, no doubt, the tango here- 
after will be exploited in this country by 
French artists under another name and 
with fresh thrills. 

It goes without saying that there are 
tangos and tangos. Leslie’s Weekly re- 
cently published a page illustrating the 
movements of the tango as described by 
a couple in whom the art of it was para- 
mount. Individuality and sensibility, 
passion and exaltation give to any dance 
a multitude of phases. The tango may be 
danced decorously by persons of decorum 
or pruriently by persons who wish to make 
it prurient. No two persons drink a cup of 
tea with exact likeness of manner. And 


so dances of all kinds will be danced with 
the degree of grace or of decency natural 
to or designed by the dancers. 
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On Lear oN 
The Prospect 
OSEPHUS DANIELS, Secretary of the 
Navy, says a new era of prosperity 
and good living is about to . 
dawn for the farmer, because IESE 
‘‘the new tariff will remove (49g ts 
from him the excessive BYz) ) 
charges for every article he 
uses.’’ 

Secretary Daniels is an edi- 
tor and ought to know just 
how the farmer will fare. 
Happy farmer! He may get 
less for his corn, his oats, his hay, his 
potatoes, his hogs, his hens and his other 
produce, but will save a bit on an occa- 
sional pair of boots, overalls and the odds 
and ends he gets in town. 

He may have to hire a bookkeeper the 
first season to show profit and loss; but 
if he does, it is dollars to doughnuts he 
will fire that expert when he looks at the 
figures. 
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Brief Decisions 


HE MAN who agrees with you is one 
wise guy. 


Courtship has some felicitous silences 
that matrimony never knows. 


Regret over the loss of a dollar is some- 
times ,solaced by the discovery of a dime 
not accounted for. 






‘ALL FOR HER SAKE—AND STILL SHE WANTS SUFFRAGE 
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Nimrod—What ! you killed those birds all in the last half hour? 


[It WAS Christmas night in Foothill. The little 
settlement at the feet of the Rockies smiled 
up at the great, snow-capped peaks, and the 
a peaks smiled back, in turn, winking and blinking 
5 good-naturedly in the pale moonlight of early 

evening. 

Not that Foothill had much to smile about, for, until a 
moving-picture outfit established its Western headquarters 
there, times had been hard—very hard. The big mines were 
played out, and the field had been abandoned by prospectors as 
hopeless, so far as anything more was concerned. The stock 
business had not prospered, and, to make it short, Foothill was 
in the dumps. 

The moving-picture business had given employment to the 
most picturesque characters of the place. Wild West dramas 
were staged with clock-like regularity in the streets of Foothill 
and on the sides of the precipitous mountains that formed an 
awe-inspiring background. The hangers-on of the Foothill 
saloons received enough, for acting as ‘‘supers,’’ to keep them 
in drinks. They posed as the passengers in the stage hold-ups 
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THE PURIST 
Native—Uh-huh ! 


Nimrod—Think of it! And in those clothes, too! My woid! 


The Christmas Homing of Packsaddle Pete 


By ARTHUR CHAPMAN 


or as the mob in the lynching scenes which were great favorites 
with the scenario writers. When there was a ‘‘chase’’ scene 
staged, which usually consisted of a long, hard run after a 
horse thief, those of the Foothillers who could ride were paid 
extra money for the pounding they received in the saddle. 
Under such circumstances, it was not long until some of the 
town residents acquired all the conceits and whims of Broadway 
stars. Old Mrs. Demaree, who had done the camp’s washing 
from the time the first big strike was made in the Mollie B., 
had been featured to such an extent as the weeping mother of 
erring miner sons that she was accumulating a considerable 
bank account and had told Foothill to send its laundry to Denver 
—or farther. Mike O’Shaughnessy, the town good-for-naught, 
who lived in a tiny cabin on the deserted Unca property, was in 
great demand for ‘‘father’’ roles. Mike had a venerable beard 
that whitened his vest to the lower button of that garment, and 
when he clasped to his heart an ingenue in a ‘‘M’liss’’ make-up, 
the film men fairly jumped for joy, as they knew Mike was 
getting over the stuff that would bring tears to the eyes of the 
impressionable patrons of the moving-picture shows. 
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So, on this Christmas night, Foothill was celebrat- 
ing—not hilariously as of old, when the big mines were 
running full blast, but quietly as be- 
came a Center of ThespianArt. But 
suddenly the town actors congregated 
at Poker Bill’s, laid down their cards 
and set down their glasses. A loud 
halloo had been heard in the distance. 

*‘I know that yell,’’ said Mike 
O’Shaughnessy. ‘‘’Tis old Packsad- 
dle Pete comin’ in from his usual sea- 
son of unsuccessful prospectin’. Why 
Pete persists in follerin’ that game, at the heels of a 
ragged and moth-eaten burro, when he could make more 
money and assimilate a lot more gentility by actin’ for 
the millions like me, is more than I can understhand.’”’ 

“*Pete’d make a grand actor in prospectin’ roles,’’ 
said another of the Foothill Dramatic Society. 

*“‘He sure looks the part,’’ agreed another super. 
“*Git him ’n’ that frazzled burro in front of a picture 
machine, and the operator’d go gibberin’ mad fer joy.”’ 

‘*But he has no soul for art,’’ said Mike, disgustedly. 
**He’s turned down a dozen opporthunities to win fame 


























as an actor, all on account of this prospectin’ bug that’s 
buzzin’ beneath his hat. He’ll be comin’ in and tellin’ 
us how he’s had to quit diggin’ when he was not more 
than four feet away from the mother lode, and how he’s 
goin’ back next spring and uncover a mine that’! enable 
him to buy the hull movin’-picture business, with us stars 
throwed in as furniture.’”’ 

There was a rattling of frying pans and other accouterment 
outside as Packsaddle Pete hitched his tattered burro. Nobody 
















































CUSTOM OF THE COUNTRY 


Lady of the house—What! you a bird of paradise? Ridiculous! 
Weary Warbler—Yep, missus. You see they plucked me at the custom house. 


WILL BEAR THE BURDEN 
Mrs. Johnes—That hat cost seventy-five dollars? Great heavens} 
It’s a sin 
Mrs. Johnes—You needn't worry. The sin will be on my head. 


was sufficiently interested in Pete’s coming to go out and help 
him fasten his faithful traveling companion. Few looked up 
when Pete himself burst into the door—a great, sunburnt giant 
of a man, well in his sixties, but hardy as one just turned forty. 

*““Come up here, you bum actors—you passel of baskers in 
the eye of the camery!’’ shouted Pete, in a voice that re-echoed 
in the room. ‘‘Come up here and have something on me and 
listen to what Packsaddle Pete's got to tell you about the big- 
gest mine that’s ever been struck.”’ 

“Ah, yes, Pete, me deah boy,’’ said ‘Mike O’Shaughnessy, 
laying down a moving-picture magazine, in which his portrait 
appeared. ‘‘We know all about it, old top. Another one of 
them mines ye’re goin’ back after next spring, ain’t it?’’ 

**Not much, you pitiful slave to the camery shutter !’’ boomed 
Pete, throwing a buckskin sack on the bar. ‘‘I’ve struck her 
this time. I’ve got her all staked and branded, and the monu- 
ments all up in my name. And I’ve staked out neighboring 
claims—all the law allows—for my kin and my real friends.’’ 

At this Foothill sat up and looked at Pete in amazement. 

*‘This here looks true,’’ said the barkeep, pouring a stream 
of shining gold on the bar. ‘‘Pete, you’ve never brung any- 
thing like this in here before. Where'd you find it? Let us in 

on it—that’s a good old Petey. We allus liked 

you—you know we did.”’ 

**Yes, you campful of celluloid film spoilers!” 
said Pete scornfully. ‘‘You allus liked me well 
enough to make fun of me and peg stones at my 
burro that’s standin’ outside. But, let me tell 
you, that animal’s goin’ to have gold shoes and a 
chiropodist and a masseur and a tonsorial attend- 
ant, while you camery supernumeraries are goin’ 

— around beggin’ the price of a shave. But I’!! tell 
7 — you where I found it. That’s what I came in here 
~ for to-night, because the story’s too good to keep.” 
‘Where is it?’’ rose the chorus. 
‘*Easy now,’’ cautioned Pete. ‘‘You remember 
you fellers was all actin’ the mob in that scene up 
on the Devil’s Slide to-day?’’ 
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“Take my seat, madam.” 


‘‘Yes,’’ said Mike O’Shaughnessy. ‘‘It was one ofsthe 
grandest plays in which I have been featured. It was called 
‘The Turn of Fortune,’ and represented an aged miner, the same 
bein’ me, lost in the hills wid his daughter. He digs fer 
wather and strikes a spring and a gold mine at the same time. 
The operator said my manner of discoverin’ the gold was very 
realistic. The boys here was the crowd that come and rescued 
us from Injuns a little later. But that’s immaterial. Go on 
wid your story.”’ 

‘*Yes, your actin’ when you made that discovery was realis- 
tic, all right,’’ said Pete. ‘‘I had just come down over the trail 
from the hilltop when I seen all of your foolishness. I and my 
burro was some tired, anyway, and we sat down to see your 
play. I seen the hull thing acted out, and it was all my burro 
could do to keep from hee-hawin’ when Mike clasped his faintin’ 
daughter with one arm and dug up the gold with the other.’”’ 

‘**Leave out the dramatic criticism,’’ said Mike stiffly, ‘‘and 
go on with your story.”’ 

‘*Well, the criticism’s part of it all,’’ said Pete. ‘‘If your 
actin’ hadn’t been so different from what a man really does 
when he strikes gold, I’d have gone on without payin’ any atten- 
tion. But I thought I’d go down and see what you had been 
actin’ so plum loony about. It’s jest force of habit, you know. 
I can’t go past any rock without seein’ what’s in it.”’ 

‘*Proceed,’’ said Mike, beginning to whiten about the mouth. 

‘‘Well, I saw that you really had uncovered somethin’ that 
looked like a vein. I scraped it off some more, and then pounded 
up some of the rock and panned it. Here’s the gold I got out 
of a shovelful.’’ 

‘“‘What!’’ yelled Mike. ‘‘You don’t mean to say that I was 
diggin’ on a real gold vein when I was actin’ out all that fool- 
ishness in front of the camery !’’ 

‘You uncovered a vein ten feet wide and a million feet deep 
and loaded with gold at the grass roots,’’ said Pete. ‘That 
there side hill we’ve looked on as barren is the richest mountain 
in this hull range.’’ 

There was a sound like thunder as the population of Foothill 
broke for the door and struggled to get out. Had the camera 
man been on hand, he could have secured a picture of a real gold 
stampede. But Mike the actor was too far overcome to join 
the rush. His head sagged until it rested on the bar. 


‘‘Brace up, Mike,’’ said Pete, shaking him. ‘‘I’ve a great 
consolation for you.”’ 

‘*What is it?’’ asked Mike hopefully. 

‘*T’ve named the mine for you,’’ said Packsaddle Pete. ‘‘It’s 
goin’ to be called the ‘Movin’ Picture Mike’ !’’ 


Resisting Temptation 


Sunday-school teacher—William, did you ever resist tempta- 
tion? 

William—Yes’m, once. 

Sunday-school teacher—And what noble sentiment prompted 
you to do it? 

William—The jam was on the top shelf and I couldn’t reach 
it. 


Perfectly Safe 


**You say you got 
away with that risque 
joke at the box party 
last night?’’ 
wa ed - 
But I thought ZF 
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Equally Hard 


In many cases it 
is as difficult to stay 
at the top of the Z 
ladder as it is to get ey ZA 


there. —= ; 
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Opportunity will ONE SIGN 


oer b - once at Hiram—It looks as if it might be a cold winter. 
your door; knockers Cyrus—It sure does from the way the price of 
knock forever. coal is going up. 
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Desultory Definitions 
By TED ROBINSON 
A&NOSTIC—aA high-browed person who knows 
darned little and isn’t sure of that, but 
makes a profession of his ignorance. 

Bigot—A man who thinks so well of his 
own views that he won’t subscribe to ours. 

Cynic—A person smart enough to keep you 
continually in doubt as to whether he is very 
clever or very disagreeable. 

Egotist—A person who is all “I’s,’’ and yet can’t see 
anything but himself. 

Gentleman—A man who is so dead sure he is one that he for- 
gets to talk about it. 

Optimist—(a) A man who thinks he can fix up some way 
to keep chickens, though he lives in a flat. (b) A man who 
thinks he can make a scalped ticket good with an application of 
hair restorer. (c) A man who thinks an abuse can be reformed 
by its friends. 

News—What you tell other people. 
i. e., what other people tell you.) 


Your best friend will be just as pleased to meet if you don’t 
call so often when he’s busy, 
il 
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(Opposed to ‘‘Gossip,’’ 
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FASHION NOTE 


Styles for 1913-14 make it imperative that the figure shall be more slender than heretofore. 


The wife’s menu: Cup weak tea, slice dry toast, raw egg, two lemons. 
The husband's menu: From soup to nuts. 








ee EMIMA JANE,”’’ the husband said, ‘‘we go this eve to dine 

with Jones; now, wear a sane hat on your head, and de- 
cent rags upon your bones. You’re going in for 
modern styles, and think it wisdom, I suppose; 
and you are spending piles and piles of hard- 
earned rocks for bughouse clothes. I do not 
kick at the expense, but when you go abroad 
with me, I want your dress to show some sense 
—I care not what the fashions be. 

**In olden days, when I was young, the wom- 
en dressed with sense and taste; no matron on her person flung 
a dippy skirt or silly waist. The women tried to hide their 
limbs, and modestly they decked their frames; the memory 
my eye bedims when I look round on modern dames. So don’t 
array yourself, asthore, in things that make the people 
stare; remembér what your mother wore, and something mod- 
est like it wear.’’ 

Jemima Jane, in sore distress, went up to make the needed 
change. She had a brand-new modern dress, with hobbles, 
slits and doodads strange; but since her husband placed a ban 
on all the things she wished to wear, the new dress was an also- 
ran, and so Jemima tore her hair. Her eye fell on an arkient 
trunk. Jemima cried, ‘‘That’s what I’lldo! I’ll wear a lot of 
mother’s junk, that’s not been worn since ’82!’’ 

She togged herself from end to end in garments of the grand 
old days. She wore a stately Grecian bend and monumental 
whalebone stays; the sleeves were tight, the waist was flat, 
with foolish ribbons here and there. She wore a dinky little 
hat and knotted net upon her hair. And from the waistline to 
the floor the dress was large enough to hold two dozen shapely 
limbs or more—but only two did it infold. 

Then she burst on her husband’s gaze, and he evinced no 
signs of bliss, but wildly cried, in his amaze, ‘‘Great Scott! 
what doggone freak is this? Can this be you, Jemima Jane, 
the woman that I made my bride, or has the weather soured my 
brain and made me daft and orey-eyed? Can this be you, the 
once sweet maid I vowed to cherish and protect, or have my 
faculties all strayed? Has something spoiled my intellect?’’ 

‘‘These are my mother’s clothes,’’ said Jane, ‘‘the kind of 
rags you like the best; you know that they are safe and sane 
and modest till you cannot rest.’’ 

**Go, take them off,’’ his voice arose, ‘‘and put on something 
up to date! If women wore such duds as those, no man could 
keep his brain on straight. I never knew our mothers owned 
allegiance to such nutty styles. No wonder that our fathers 
groaned through life and looked on death with smiles!’’ 























Moving-picture actor—Hurry up with that drink ! 


Little Harry and the Dog 


ITTLE Harry wanted adog. He had 

many arguments with his mother on 
the subject. He was sent 
toanear-by grocery. He 
was gone so long that his 
mother became anxious. 
Stepping to a window, 
she saw Harry down the 
street manfully pulling 
on a rope, the other end 
of which was tied around the neck of a 
small dog. The pup was resisting every 
step. Braced on all fours, it was pulling 
back with every ounce of its small might 
and barking as loudly as possible. 

Presently Harry triumphantly entered 
the room. ‘‘Mother,’’ he called, ‘‘won’t 
you let me keep this little dog? It fol- 
lowed me home.”’ 





If you make money in a hurry, don’t be 
surprised at leaks. 





The Hypercritical Sailor 


A finicky tar in the navy, 
With hair very blond and quite wavy, 
Would no plum duff eat 
Unless it was sweet 
And walloped all over with gravy. 
—Tom P. Morgan. 


The Secret 


“‘Did you notice the great quantity of 
diamonds Anna is wearing?’’ 

“Yes. She said her father blew him- 
self for them.’’ 

‘“‘He probably did. Her father is a 
glassblower, I understand.’’ 


Divorce Mathematics 


‘*How much alimony did she demand?’’ 

‘‘Twenty dollars a week more than his 
salary.’’ 

**How foolish!”’ 

‘*Well, she said she guessed he could 
afford it, since he always had spent twice 
what he earned.’’ 


I've just been thrown over a precipice, packed in a trunk, shipwrecked, dropped out of a 
balloon, and burned at the stake, and I ’m thirsty! 


Lines to a Lady on the Fifth Floor 


(From the gentleman on the fourth) 


LADY on the floor above, 
Charming, chic, entrancing, 
You’re the type that I could love; 
But I hate your dancing! 


Pleasant, your infectious laugh, 
Musical and rippling; 

But your dreadful phonograph 
Soon will have me tippling. 


Tango, trot and bunny hug 
All your heart desires; 
Only, lady, use a rug— 
Till my lease expires. 
—Maurice Switzer. 


Various Returns 


‘*What did he get for confessing?’’ 

‘‘Immunity from the district attorney, 
two cents a word from the magazines and 
fits from his former friends.”’ 


The glad hand and the winning smile 
are a good holiday combination. 








An Indifferent Visitor 


‘ «NOW, don’t put yourself out none on 

my account,’’ said Aunt Serelda 
Bean, as she untied her 
bonnet strings after arriv- 
ing without previous 
warning at the home of 
Aunt Jane Joy. 

“You know me well 
enough, Jane, to know 
that when I go a-visitin’ 
it din’t for what I git to 
eat. If you just stir up one o’ your ’lec- 
tion cakes, an’ make one o’ your raisin 





pies an’ a pan o’ your cream-tartar Uf 


biskits, an’ fry a chicken, an’ have a 


little cramberry sarce with it, an’ mebbe - 


a glass o’ your grape or currant jell 
an’ a little o’ your watermelon preserve, 
an’ then make a pot o’ coffee an’ put 
on a few doughnuts, I’ll git along all 
right without another thing, unless you’d 
like to bake some o’ your Greening ap- 
ples. They go ruther good with roast 
chicken. I’m thankful I ain’t one o’ the 
kind that visits only for what they git to 
eat. Older I grow, the less I care for 
what’s set before me when I go visitin’. 
How did your pickalil come 6ut you told 
me you was goin’ to make? I dono but 
I’d like a leetle mite at dinner, to see if 
the reseet worked as well with you as it 
did with me.’’ 


Then and Now 


When he put on her skates, he tarried, 
For she was quite a charming elf. 

I notice now, since they are married, 
She’s learned to put them on herself. 
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A PATERNAL SHOCK 


Nurse (who has done some cabaret work, to anxious and 
expectant father)—It’s a bear! it’s a bear! 


Cause and Effect 


*‘It must be great to be aman! One 
dress suit lasts you for years and years, 
and a woman must have a new gown for 
every party.”’ 

‘*That’s why one dress suit lasts a man 
for years and years.”’ 


Music ! 


Love is the turkey trot of affection. 
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A USELESS FORMALITY 


Charles—All right. 
Muriel—You 'd better toss again, Charles. 


Heads, we play golf; tails, we visit your aunt Selina. 
I wasn’t ready. 


Hang tt, it’s tails! 
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When Cupid Grins 


TO-DAY, upon the avenue, I met him 
face to face. 

His gray eyes sought my own of blue, be- 
neath their film of lace. 

I passed him, flushing, through the throng, 
the while he poised his hat. 

The air sang in my ears a song—Freddie 
is growing fat! 

Ten years ago—ten years ago! ‘Twas 
summer when we met, 

And roses bloom and breezes blow about 
that Junetime yet, 

So fresh, so lovely and so sweet; a ten- 
der, old, dead day! 

Now in the afternoon we meet—he’s wear- 
ing a toupee! 


No straight-front model bound his waist, 
vested in English style. 

His keen glance swept my bodice laced, 
his gray eyes seemed to smile; 

And yet his look was reverent, dim, o’er 
full with memory. 

But as I slowly measured him, he seemed 
to size up me. 


Ah, love and summer and romance! If 
we could but decay 

When Time leads us a merry dance and 
steals our joys away; 

If, like a rose, we’d fade in truth, in the 
chill grasp of fate! 

But Cupid grins when love and youth be- 
gin to take on weight!—Kute Masterson 
Mrs. Tilton—-Was your vacation an in- 

expensive one this year, dear? 
Mrs. Bilton—On the contrary. 

broke nearly all of my fine china. 


Bilton 
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«« RATHER odd we should meet 

again after fifteen years,’’ 
said Bloomingdell, beaming on his 
companion. 

“‘Ten years, you mean,’ 
Isobel. 

“‘Ten let it be. I never question 
a lady’s calculation of time. I don’t 
think you resent the fact that I was daffy over you fif—ten 
years ago, eh?’’ 

She smiled. A woman’s smile is no negative. They were 
sitting in a cabaret at a table somewhat removed from the fan- 
fare of the ‘‘features.’’ Some cabarets in a measure verify the 
signs of ancient hostelries: ‘‘ Entertainment for man and beast.”’ 
Why a couple who really wish to talk to each other should visit 
a cabaret for the purpose is related to psychology and is a mat- 
ter for the scientists. 

‘‘Why did you select this table?’’ he asked, glancing afar at 
a pair who were either wrestling or dancing. 

‘*I’ve dined here before. One gravitates to a table where 
the waiter knows his business.’’ 

The waiter was laying the table. He gave her a look in 
which gratitude and admiration were blended in unequal propor- 
tions. His aberration cost the establishment a champagne glass. 

**You order, please,’’ said Bloomingdell. ‘‘I’m a little out 
of this habit. You married Ohara, I heard, after you refused 
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Cabaret Courtship 


WALDRON 
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He was a rising lawyer-politi- 
cian. I hadn’t any coin. I didn’t 
blame you. Where’s Ohara now? I 
heard you got a divorce and looked 
you up.’’ 

“I believe he’s in South America 
somewhere. They tried to John Doe 
him back. He slipped through their 
She was not smiling now. 


Sesesese _— 


fingers. He’s a brute!’’ 
**And a crook?’’ 
She nodded yes. 

then—ten years ago. 
“To get the coin.’’ 

‘‘Then you are the Bloomingdell who combined a lot of Ne- 
vada mines?’’ 
**Guilty. 
school. Nearly perished in the desert twice. 

dear’’— 

‘“‘Isn’t that a little intimate?’’ 

‘‘Oh, just a figure of speech.’’ 
special order of lobster with mushrooms. She picked daintily 
at sweetbread a la Diane. ‘‘But I mean it, though. .A fellow 
never gets over such a fever as I had for you. And you seem 
as young as ever, in spite of your tough matrimonial luck.”’ 

‘Thank you.’’ While she thanked Bloomingdell she gave 
the waiter a covert smile, chiefly with her eyes, and he came 


Her smile came back. ‘‘You disappeared 


What for?’’ 


But I learned the whole game first. It’s a hard 
Ag for you, my 


He was doing justice toa 











FROM AN UNKNOWN INVENTOR 


New device for tramp steamers of small tonnage that makes it possible to beat canal tolls. 


near dropping a portion. He recovered his nerve when her 
favor turned toafrown. ‘‘But you don’t look as though the 
desert disagreed with you!’’ 

**Oh, I weigh only two hundred and fifty. My appearance is 
deceptive. See?’’ The waiter being absent for the moment, 
Bloomingdell demonstrated to Isobel that he was upholstered, or 
at least padded. He pulled partly out of each inside pocket a 
wad of yellowbacks of large denominations that would have 
given a slender man a superficial appearance of obesity. Then 
he showed her handfuls of gold coin from other pockets—he 
must have had a peck—-and laughed. 

Isobel gasped. ‘‘It’s positively dangerous!’’ 

*“‘Not for me. I’m no tenderfoot.’’ His fourth glass of 
champagne disappeared with a single motion. She was still 
sipping at her first. ‘‘I’ve got oodles—slathers—of money. 
Can’t we be pals?’’ 

*“‘Aren’t you going to finish your dinner?’’ She pointed at 
his rum baba, Chantilly, and attacked her maraschino sorbet in 
a ladylike way. Bloomingdell lighted a cigar from a brand that 
might have been called el Hercules. It was as big as a banana. 
The dinner received attention in silence for a time. 


“If you'll be a pal,’’ he continued, with a show of applica- 
tion to his sweets, ‘‘there’ll be fine times, I assure you.”’ 

She did not answer. Finishing an ice, she plucked a rose 
from a floral mass at her elbow, and, placing it to her mouth, 
glanced again at the waiter. Bloomingdell noted. 

**What’s his name?’’ 

“Sigismund. As I told you, I dine here often.’’ 

Sigismund disappeared. 

“If you’ll be a pal,’’ Bloomingdell repeated, ‘‘we’ll look up 
a swell place in town and get a country place where the flowers 
bloom, and all that. Autos? Why, a dozen wouldn’t phase 
And the finest limousine that can be made. Gold-plated, 
if you want it. And I’ve already ordered a seagoing yacht.’’ 

She looked up with an expression of annoyance. ‘‘They’re 
making such a noise over there’’—indicating the center of 
activity, where a band was assisting a quartet—‘“‘I haven’t 
heard a word you’ve been saying.’’ 

The noise grew still greater. 
thing over there. ‘‘Will you marry me, Isobel?’’ 
dell’s voice was lowered by emotion. 

She looked up with a smile. ‘‘Yes.’’ 


me! 


They were encoring some- 
Blooming- 





























WE FEEL sorry for the young man who to-day takes his girl 

out driving on Sunday evening and tries to tell her that 
she is the smartest, sweetest, dearest girl in all the world. It 
simply can’t be done in an automobile. 

The automobile isn’t any place to sighin. If the young man 
takes his hand off the wheel and puts it over his heart to help 
out a sigh, he will suddenly find himself sitting by the side of 
the road, with the car in his lap. The old-fashioned buggy bor- 
rowed from father on Sunday evening is the best for sighing 
purposes. It is more thoughtful of the young man, for it never 
wants to get on top of him when he has his Sunday clothes on. 

Not any horse will do, by any means. It takes an old horse 
that hasn’t shied since the rye winter-killed. It takes an old 
gray horse that will turn out at the proper time. 

We want nothing to do with a horse that switches its tail 
and has a way of stopping and hunting down a fly. After such 
a horse has stopped to send a fly on its way, it gives a jerk that 
flops the young man’s head against the back of the seat. Once 
old Mack stopped dead still, and just as we bent over to imprint 
a kiss on the girl’s great red lips, Mack started up with such a 
jerk that we did the printing on the seat’s plush back. 

In our day we had to use our father’s buggy. It was always 
so muddy that we would have to spend all of Sunday morning 
cleaning it up and cutting the grease out of the axles. 

One time we took a girl to church whose father,was hale and 
hearty. We had understood that he was a heavy sleeper, but 
this was a mistake. It was two miles from church to the girl’s 
home, but we found a road that made it twelve. 

We had been driving the horse at as rapid a pace as we 
could—with the lines tied around the whip. Sometimes we 
would pull up on the lines and let the horse stop for half an 
hour, to turn the problems of the day over in his mind. 

At last we got back to the house of the prettiest, fairest, 
most beautiful girl in all the world. We still sat out in the 
buggy, telling her about her dimple. 

While we were telling her this with both our arms, we heard 
the gate click; but we did not think anything about it. We 
wished in a few moments that we had spent more thought on it. 


We noticed that the horse stood his ears up, 
but still suspicion did not enter our mind, for 
we believed that ,her father was a heavy 
sleeper. Suddenly a large, stalwart figure ap- 
peared by the side of the front wheel, and we 
noticed that it had a board in its hand. Then 
the unpleasant-looking figure lifted the gifted 
driver of the rig out of his seat, and then it was seen what 
the board was for. 

I got up ina few moments to deliberate with him, but he 
treated me the same way again. I got up again, and once more 
he forgot himself. This soon grew old to me. I did not want 
to do all the getting up, but it fell to my lot to do so. 

£0 I started home afoot. Her father went with me as far 
as the first hill, but there I left him. He was a bit inclined to 
be stout. 

By feeling of my nose and hunting around for my ear, I sur- 
mised that her father did not care to have me discuss What Is 
Love? again with his daughter. 

Still, we have never had a father come out to welcome us 
with a board that we afterward regretted. We would rather 
take a girl home in a single-horse buggy and have the father 
waiting at the front gate than take a girl out in an automobile 
where it took both hands to keep the machine from climbing a 
cottonwood. 





Bargains in Stock Exchange Seats 


GFATS on the New York Stock Exchange are now quoted as 

low as $40,000—and last week we ordered a new suit. We 
have never seen a Stock Exchange seat. We don’t know 
whether they are covered with leather, with feet of eagle claws 
holding glass balls in their talons, or whether they are made 
like a dentist chair, with lots of plush. Anyway, it takes a 
lot of plush to get into une. That’s a poor pun, isn’t it? It 
ought to be sat on. Even though Stock Exchange seats are go- 
ing at the ridiculously low figure of $40,000, we shall not buy. 
At that sum, we couldn’t order a camp stool at a barbecue. 
Until seats come down quite a bit, we will have to stand. 


Bill's Luck 


‘‘Hi’ve just ’ad a letter from Cousin Bill, and 
luckiest cove in the world.’’ 

**How’s that?’’ 

‘“W’y, ’e’s been livin’ on strike-benefit funds hall these years, 
till now hit’s come time for ’im to get an old-age pension.”’ 


’e’s the 




















MIXED DETAIL 


‘*T want a small, narrow comb, about so long, for a slightly 
bald man, with celluloid teeth.’’ : 








JUDGE'S MOTION PICTURES 





CAST OF CHARACTERS 
SEIZEHER ~ THE EMPEROR 
PUMP'AY ~ A GLADIATOR 
XEMUS - HIS ENEMY 
JUPE PLUVIUS-A SENATOR 
9 NOX VOMICUS . 
ARENA MANAGER 
WOKUS POKUS -LION-KEEPER 
LION + POLICE * POPULACE 


° THE © 
FAST DAYS 
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PUMP AY 











PUMP'AY 
THREATENS 
TROUBLE 10 
HOKUS POKUS 
IF NOT FREED 





THE 
j THRILLING 


COMBAT 
TAKES 
> PLACE , 








The Fast Days of Pump’ay; 


A Poser 


Mentor—Consider the owl. 


tion by keeping silent. 
Stentor—How about the screech owl? 


Happy is the man who remembers he 


has forgotten no one’s Christmas tip. 











He’s the 
bird of wisdom, and he gets his reputa- 


JUPE PLUVIUS 
GIVES THE ROYAL 
ARENA FRANCHISE 
TO HIS FRIEND 
NOX-'VOMICUS 


JOB AND MAKES 
A DEAL WITH 
HOKUS POKUS 

10 DOPE THELION 








XEMUS TELLS 

SEIZEHER ABOUT 

THE DOPED LION 

AND PUMP’AY | 
| |S ARRESTED 






JUPE PLUVIUS 
THREATENS 
REVOLUTION 
50 PUMP'AY 
IS RELEASED 

















His Favorites 

Nurich (furnishing his gallery)-—Let 
me see. I’ve got lots of the old masters 
now, haven't I? 

Clerk——Yes, sir. 

Nurich—-Now I'll want something for 
myself. What have you in cartoons and 
funny pictures? 














































PASSED BY 
THE BOARD of 
CENSORSHIP 


Se 
George 2. Carlson 





or, When in Rome Be Done as the Romans Are Done 


The Ancient Bond 


Starr—He was seventy and she was 
sixty-eight when they married. What 
sort of a nuptial knot did the parson tie? 

Marr—Oh, a granny hitch! 

To help reduce the h. c. of l. and get 
cheap talk use your neighbor’s telephone. 
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SUNSHINE AND 


The Appropriate Remark 


ISTAH SOCKETT, sah,’’ timor- 

ously began the saddle - hued 

young swain, ‘‘I loves yo’ daughtah, Loo- 

ella Maud, but I doesn’t know how to 

’spress muhse’f and ’splain muh sedi- 

munts; I dunnuh what to say to yo’, 
and’’ - 

“1 kin he’p yo’ out’n de compercation, 
Mistah Spradley,’’ grimly interjected the 
square-headed oid man. ‘‘As yo’ doesn’t 
do nuth’n’ but set round in de barbah shop 
and zing-i-zang on de gee-tyah and ’spound 
dat ’ar plumb-foolish Socialism—and I 
does think dat a nigger Socialist am de 
no-’countest of all created critters!—de 
most ’propriate remahk yo’ kin make am, 
‘Uh-good-by, sah; I’m gone!’ and if yo’ 
doesn’t say it, and say it quick, yo’ am 
gwine fo’th fum yuh wid de biggest lickin’ 
dat a triflin’ nigger ever packed off wid 
him! Dar’s yo’ hat, sah!’’ 


A confidence man capitalizes his per- 
sonality at the cost of the fall guy. 


A Losing Game 


E HAS no time for any fun, 
For he is far too busy 
Annexing and safeguarding mun. 

He works until he’s dizzy. 


Day after day he gathers gold. 
And how will he employ it? 
To buy delight when he’s too old 

And feeble to enjoy it. 
—Walter G. 


Thrown Down 


cutey! 


Doty. 


New drummer—Hello, Is the 
buyer in? 
Ribbon-counter Mary—No, freshy; but 


the cellar is downstairs. 


No Cause for Alarm 


Passer-by (excitedly )—Officer, that man 
leaning from the fourth-story window is 
yelling ‘‘Police!’’ 

New York policeman (calmly )—Oh, he’s 
probably a theatrical manager who wants 
to get a new play revised in a hurry. 


SHADOW 


Latest News from Hogwallow, Ky. 


Miss FRUZIE ALLSOP, one of our 
most charming and elite young 

ladies, is so modest that she lifts only her 

eyebrows while crossing a muddy road. 

Washington Hocks shook himself out of 
a persimmon tree on Musket Ridge Tues- 
day night. 

Cricket Hicks held ‘the lamp Sunday 
night while Miss Hostetter Hocks sung a 
solo at the Dog Hill church. At one 
point her voice rose so high Cricket was 
compelled to mount a chair. 

The weather has been so cold for the 
past few mornings, the mail carrier has 
been compelled to sit on his hands. 

Washington Hocks was tried at Rye 
Straw Saturday morning on a charge of 
stealing a cow, worth ten dollars, from 
some one in the Calf Ribs neighborhood: 
Wash pleaded guilty, with the under- 
standing that the court would give him 
three dollars to boot between the cow and. 
the fine. 


—George Bingham, 








A Primer of Proposal 


ENGAGEMENT — A pre-nuptial con- 

tract, executed upon a sofa, unwit- 
nessed, sealed with kisses and attested 
by a ring. 

Old Man—The director of home affairs, 
who puts either a seal or a heel to the 
engagement. 

**Yes’’—A life sentence. 

‘**No’’——A phrase from the eternal fem- 
inine eventually meaning ‘‘ Yes.’’ 

Diamond—The winning trick in a heart 
suit. 

Dot—tThe value of a duke, international 
measure; a wad or gob thrown in by a 
magnate for good measure when giving 
his daughter away at an international 
wedding. 

Prospects—The answer to ‘‘Whatcher 
goin’-to do when the rent comes round?’’ 

Fiance—A life-sentence prisoner on 
parole. 

Boot Heel .-A six-inch projectile used 
by the parental home guard in repelling 
heart besiegers. 

‘*Forever’’—A love term signifying 
**Until the first. quarrel.’’ 

Intentions—What a five-dollar-a-week 
soda-fountain clerk would have if he could 
afford ’em. 

Ring Finger—A bit of femininity en- 
tirely surrounded by promise. 

—Stuart B. Stone. 


Perfection 


Some flaw we find in all things here below. 
Keen disappointment haunts us as a 
rule. 
There’s nothing perfect in this world of 
woe, 
Except the person who’s a perfect fool. 


“Heap Clazy” 


A gentleman in Vancouver, in passing 
a friend’s house one pouring wet day, 
noticed their Chinaman, umbrella in one 
hand, hose in the other, carefully water- 
ing the garden. 

‘‘Why, Fong,’’ he laughed, ‘‘it’s pelt- 
ing with rain! What are you doing that 
for?’’ 

The Chinaman looked up with a weary 
air of dignity. ‘‘Mrs. Grant, she go to 
Victoria. She say, ‘Fong, you water 
garden every day till I come home.’ I 
think she heap clayzy.”’ 

Fame is won by legitimate effort. No- 
toriety can usually be traced to the press 
agent. 
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HEROES, ALIVE AND DEAD 


Feminine Subtlety 


"TWAS said, of all created things, 
That women were most subtle, 
And only lately Fashion brings 
A witness in rebuttal. 


To wit, the present clothes they wear, 
In which we daily view them 
And prove, though once so subtly fair, 
The stupidest see through them. 
—W. J. Lampton. 


Literally 


Mlle. Violetta (a New York milliner, to 
customer just back from Europe)—Mong 
doo! Far be it from me to knock, Mrs. 
Roxton, but did they really turn out that 
hat in Paris? 

Mrs. Roxton—They did, kiddo; but it 
was trimmed by a New York customs in- 
spector. 


A Foreigner’s Perplexity 


If a man has power, he’s empowered, 
they say, 
In this queer United States speech; 
But give him a pear and he isn’t impaired, 
Nor impeached if you give him a peach. 


Borrowed Plumage 


‘‘John, what do you mean by kissing 
the parlor maid?’’ 

‘*My dear, it was a perfectly natural 
mistake. She had on your gown, your 


complexion powder and your false hair.’’ 


A Boston Baby 


6 «WALDO, this treatise has some very 
interesting stuff about the wel- 
fare of babies.’’ 
*‘Call the baby’s attention to it,”’ said 
Mr. Backbay absently. 


It Often Happens 


The rich man in his years of toil 

Burned barrels and barrels of midnight 
oil; 

His heirs now keep his memory green 

By burning midnight gasoline. 


—Hinton Gilmore. 


Inherited Talent 


Mrs. Shimmerpate— Count Confetti 
seems to be an expert at cranking auto- 
mobiles. 

Mr. Shimmerpate— No wonder. I'll 
bet most of his ancestors were organ 
grinders. 


The Reason 


It is pretty, and she knows it; 
That is why her skirt is slit. 

Every dainty movement shows it— 

It is pretty, and she knows it! 

Fashion sanctions. Why oppose it? 
For she never cares a bit. 

It is pretty, and she knows it; 
That is why her skirt is slit. 


Stokely S. Fisher. 





Imitation is the sincerest flattery. It is 
likewise felony and forgery. 
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Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
VIRGINIA suffragists have discovered 

that in 1829 her women petitioned a 
constitutional convention for the fran- 
chise. That was only eighty-four years 
ago, and petitions from women are seldom 
acted upon in so short a time as that. 


It seems as if, when not only State 
courts, but the United States government 
itself forbids the use of aigrettes, women 
would give up trying to wear them; but 
the Injun in ’em dies hard. 

The German municipality of Spandau 
has levied a tax of thirty-six cents a year 
on baby carriages. This certainly can’t 
be for the purpose of encouraging infant 
industries. 


A week of prayer for a change of heart 
in the government has been proclaimed by 
the religious suffrage societies of 
Great Britain—Catholic, Church of 
England, Jewish, Nonconformist, 
etc. This reminds one of the man 
who pelted the boy in his apple tree 
with tufts of grass, but finally had 
to use stones—except that in Great 
Britain the stones were used first. 
The government doubtless will en- 


Lou ROGERS 


and they are on record with about ten 
thousand inventions. But where is the 
connection? When having invented some- 
thing is made a qualification for voting, 
it will be time enough to bar out women, 
and most of the men will go with them. 


















courage a protracted season of 
prayer—there is nothing the aver- 
age legislator fears so little. 


The latest tax list for New York 
indicates that about two-fifths of the 
personal taxes are paid by women. 
This is not a bad showing when it is 
considered that all the joint accu- 
mulations after marriage are usually 
listed in the husband’s name. Suf- 
frage is not founded on taxation, 
but surely those who pay so large an 
amount should have a right to a voice in 
electing those who spend it. It is time 
women had a say in making up the budget. 

According to the decision of the New 
York board of education, no woman is 
fitted to teach chiidren after she has had 
a child herself. Masculine logic! 

0 

Some people hold that women should 
not vote because they have no inventions 
to their credit. Women took out nearly 
twenty-five valuable patents in August, 


GOVERNMENT OF THE PEOPLE, BY THE PEOPLE 


FAVORITE POLITICAL MaxIMS 7 
“LET THE PEOPLE RULE t” 


FOR THE PEOPLE!” 
“LIBERTY, EQUALITY, FRATERNITY” 





SQUARE YOUR DEEDS WITH YOUR PRINCIPLES, MR. VOTER 


Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 


And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 
Tea Testing 


NCE more it becomes necessary to 
wrench our thoughts away from the 
fondly familiar and direct them to the 
new and noxious. This time we must re- 
place the vision of lovely woman behind 
the home tea caddy, dispensing amber 
fluid, with a businesslike person, with a 
scientific brow, who in her capacity of 
official tea tester brews daily four hun- 


dred and eighty-six cups of Oolong, For- 
mosa and similar beverages for Uncle 
Sam. Dr. Alberta Reed, who devotes her 
waking hours to this pastime, varied by a 
still hunt for adulterated and contami- 
nated foods, has brought modest glory 
upon herself by inventing a sim- 
ple but effective device for tea test- 
ing which will be a factor in the tea 
industry for years to come. Thus 
hath one more woman stepped from 
the romantic ranks of the passive 
consumer into those of the pro- 
saic producer. 


Abusing Shoppers 

THE ANTI-SUFFRAGE shoppers, if 

they dare to lift up their sopranos 
in the area affected, in the woman- 
enfranchised State of Colorado, have a 
grievance. For in Denver stores will 
hereafter open at nine a. m. and close at 
five-thirty p.m. This is the result of a 
new law that insists that women must not 
be worked more than eight hours a day. 
This law has been established also in 
Washington and California, both weighted 
with the incubus of the woman voter. To 
realize how truly shocking this is, one 
has only to remember that in woman’s 
sphere—the home—no such limited hours 
prevail. 


Parade Picasantrics 

DURING the first suffrage parade ever 

held in Brooklyn the marchers had 
many little anecdotes to tell about the 
attitude of the spectators, as evidenced 
by their audible comments. It was no- 
ticed that many people concentrated their 
gaze upon the marchers’ feet rather than 
on their beaming countenances. This 
was a mystery until a man carrying a 
physician’s case remarked to a friend, 
‘Well, they are women who wear sensible 
shoes, anyway.’’ Two youngsters in line 
were greeted by the shouted comment, 
‘‘Here are some that father didn’t have 
to mind!’’ while a child whose hopes had 
evidently been raised by the expectation 
of something interestingly freakish was 
heard to ejaculate in deep disappoint- 
ment, ‘‘I don’t see anything suffragetty 
about them. They look just like every- 
body you see every day.”’ 


The women of Chicago, it has been de- 
cided, are entitled to representation on the 
election boards, thus opening up many po- 
sitions on election day in the spring. 

















On the Side of the Anglers 


Tommy (explaining his late arrival at 
Sunday school)—I wanted to go fishin’, 
but father wouldn’t let me. 

Minister—I'’m delighted to hear you 
have a parent with such excellent prin- 
ciples regarding the Sabbath. Did your 
father explain his reasons? 

Tommy —Yessir. ’E said there wasn’t 
enough bait for two.—Sketch (London). 





Under the Windmill 

“Hol maradtél ennyi ideig, kislanyom ?” 

“Jaj, dregapdm, nem birtam evvel a két szamé4rral. 
Az egyiket még csak tdlajrom az eszemmel, de a 
masik még talan kigyelmednél is okosabb.”” 

“‘Why did you stay away so long, my 
little girl?’’ 

“‘Well, grandfather, I could not get 
ahead with these two donkeys. One of 
them I could fool easily enough, but the 
other must be even smarter than you.’’ 
Borsszem Janko (Budapest). 





A Glimpse of the Underworld 


Maid (in hoarse whisper)—Excuse me, 
mum! Cook ses she’s very sorry, but 
she’s trod on the pudding.—Punch (Lon- 
don). 





The Modern Flirt 


“Oh ! moi, mademoiselle, il me suffirait de cinq mi- 
nutes pour connaitre vos pensées les plus intimes !”’ 
omme cela serait genant pour vous !"” 


*‘Oh, mademoiselle, it would take me 
but five minutes to know your most inti- 
mate thoughts!’’ 

‘‘How unpleasant that would be for 
you!’’—Le Rire (Paris). 








The Bad Landlord 


“C'est honteux de me donner conge avec un homme 
tombé en enfance !" 

“Justement, |’ propriétaire veut pas d’enfant dans 
la maison !”" 

**It is a shame to give me notice to 
move when I have a man in his second 
childhood.’’ 

*“‘That’s just it; the landlord does not 
want children in the house.’’—Le Sourire 
(Paris). 
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As Others See Us 
Mrs. Wayback—’ Ere, Bill, for ’eaven’s 
sake git behind me an’ see if my noo dress 
looks like that! If yer say it does, I’ll 
go straight ’ome at once.—Bulletin (Syd- 
ney). 
Mr. Casey’s Rejoinder 


Mrs, Casey (sitting up in bed)— Moike, . 


did yez put out the cat? 

Mr. Casey—Oi did. 

Mrs. Casey—Oi don’t belave it. 

Mr. Casey—Well, if yez think Oi’m a 
liar, get up and put ’er out yerself.— 
Sketch (London). 





His Sad Loss 
*‘I am sorry to hear of your sad loss, 
Mr. Brown. How you must miss your 
poor wife!’’ 
*‘Miss her? I should think I do! I 
shouldn’t be doing this ’ere if she was 
about, I can tell ’ee.’’—London Opinion. 
































This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN 

agazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fits—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a thousand 
and one valuable “How to” 
hints for Sportsmen, The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months’ 
trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS 
MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 


One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobs with russet 
leather strap. 


Don't Delay—Send your order Today. 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 




































LA FOLLETTE’S 

WEEKLY 
Tells you fearlessly, candidly, interest. 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons interested in the progressive cause. 


La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 


“WEITE, GEMS 














will cut glass. 


ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or sta 
examination — all charges pre paid, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM EM CO., 773 Wulsin Bldg., Indianapolis 





HOTEL | 
EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


@ A Step from Breadway. 

@ Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. | 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only 


by the best? 
SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 


E. W. WARFIELD, - - 





Manager 


| 


} LOOK LIKE 
DIAMONDS 
Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
So hard they easily scratch a file and 
Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin14k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them peterenay- y- 


No money ‘in advance. 








at 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Stories ‘with Smiles 


Had a Better Look—They were talking 
about the medical fraternity at a recent 
social affair, when Senator Benjamin T. 
Shively, of Indiana, recalled the case of 
Jake Adams, the farmhand. 

One day Jake, who was new to the com- 
munity, was taken ill, and his employer 
sent him with a note to the family doctor 
in town. On the following morning the 
patient returned to the farm considerably 
improved. 

“You are looking a whole lot better, 
Jake,’’ remarked the boss. ‘‘Did you 
have any trouble finding the doctor?’’ 

**No; his name was on the door,’’ an- 
swered Jake. ‘‘But I didn’t go to the one 
you sent me to.”’ 

“*You didn’t!’’ wonderingly responded 
the farmer. ‘‘Why not?’’ 

*‘Because,’’ replied Jake, ‘‘under his 
name on the door it said ten to one, while 
under the name of the other doctor was 
eight to five.’’ 

‘*Well, what in the world has that got 
to do with it?’’ demanded the puzzled 
farmer. 

**Everything,’’ answered Jake. ‘‘Eight 
to five is a whole lot better chances than 
ten to one, ain’t it?’’—Philadelphia Tele- 
graph. 


Envy—‘‘The truly modest girl doesn’t 
stand any chance!’’ 

‘*What’s hurting now?’’ 

‘‘IT was thinking about Jack Nicefello 
marrying Imogene.’’ 

‘‘What’s the matter with Imogene?’’ 

“One night, when they hadn’t been 
acquainted long, I heard him ask her if 
she would scream if he kissed her.’’ 

‘Of course she said she would.’’ 

*“Not she! She said she’d scream if he 
didn’t !’’—Houston Post. 





Too Ciear a Case—‘‘When did your hus- 
band begin treating you cruelly?’’ asked 
her lawyer. 

‘‘It was about a year ago,”’ 
pretty petitioner. 

‘*What happened?’’ 

‘We were on our way to New York.”’ 

“Yes. Did he strike you?’’ 

‘“‘No. Iasked him to get a drawing- 
room, so that I would not have to dress 
in my berth.’’ 

‘*And he refused?’’ 

‘“‘Yes. He said his mother had never 
occupied a drawing-room in a sleeping- 
car, and he didn’t consider me any better 
than his mother.’’ 

‘‘Was that the only time he ever was 
cruel to you?’”’ 

“No. After I had bought my fall 
clothes last year, they were so fine that I 
couldn’t ride in a public conveyance with- 
out ruining them; and when I explained 
to him that he would have to buy an auto 
to save my clothes, he told me to go ahead 
and ruin the clothes and get the kind that 
could be worn in street cars next time.’’ 

‘‘It will be useless to go on with this 
case,’’ the judge interposed. ‘‘There is 
no doubt that the man is absolutely heart- 
less.’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


replied the 








Box of Havana 
Cigars only 25c 


This is a special inducement to men who 
smoke fine, clear Havana, Tampa-made 
cigars. We pay the difference in cost on 
this box of French's Cuban Specials to in- 
duce you to try them. Our cigar busi- 
ness is exclusively to fine box trade all 
over the United States. We want to 
prove to you that French’s Cuban Special 
is a rich, delightful and satisfying smoke 
that compares favorably with many 10 
and 15c cigars. We know that you will 
want us to supply you regularly if you 
will smoke the five cigars we will send 
you now from our Tampa factory at the 
special introductory price of ay | 25c. 
Send only ¢5c today for a box by Parcel 
Post prepaid. 


Cuba Grown 


The filler in French’s Cuban Special is 
made of leaves not quite long enough for 
use in our celebrated Juan del Rey brand 
of clear Havana cigars. Both wrapper 
and filler are of purest Cuban grown to- 
bacco—thoroughly seasoned leaf. A rich 
cigar of mellow and exquisite tropic flavor 
—strictly hand-made. They are superior 
in flavor and smoking uu ualities to any 5c¢ 
cigar on the market. It is an exclusive 
brand for fine box trade at a saving price 
on fine cigars. 


Direct from 
Factory to you 


French's Cuban Special is made in Tampa, Florida, 
under the most highly favorable climatic conditions. 
It is sent to you from that ideal preservative atimos- 
phere fresh and full flavored. Think of the tremend- 
ous advantage of getting your cigars direct from the 
factory, fresh and in perfect condition, instead of 
buying stale, dried out goods from the dusty shelves 
of the retail shops. 


Special Offer 


° Send only 2c, silver or stamps. We will send by 
French's parcel post direct to your office or home. five «of 
Cuban Special these rich, full-flavored French's Cuban Spe- 
4% Ins. cial Cigars, packed in an attractive Spanish Cedar 
7a Tae Long box. Send promptly and get the benefit of this spe- 
cial, introductory offer. We are waking it for a limited time, merely 
to introduce these fine Havana Cigars. 


For $2.50, we will send you postpaid a box of 50 French's 
Cuban Special Cigars. Smoke five out of the box. Re- 
turn the balance if they don’t exactly suit you, and 
your money will be refunded in full. In ordering, 
specify whether you prefer mild, medium or strong. 

For 10c, silver or stamps, we will send a big sample of French’s mixture, 
“The Aristocrat of Smoking Tobacco.’ Take advantage of this special lim- 
ited offer today. Get more smoking enjoyment for less money. Send today. 


French Tobacco Co., Dept. 25, Statesville, N. C. 











HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 
Broadway, Thirty-first to Thirty-second Street, New York City 





THE PIONEER PURE-FOOD HOTEL 


Our food product system is certified under the Collier- Westfield 
Standard and endorssd by Alfred McCann, pure food expert of 
New York Globe. 


Two handsome outside 3-room apartments on sunny southwest 
corner to sub-let for unexpired term of lease, at a substantial re- 
duction in price. Addition of two other adjoining chambers 
optional. 


Apply at desk for particulars. 
COPELAND TOWNSEND, Manager 














SS 


. + > 
CG 
Ee 































































The Original. All Others Are Imitations 
Peppermint or Wintergreen Flavor 








FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 

















A Five Dollar Holiday Gift With 
Fifty-two Reminders 


OU can’t invest a five dollar bill to better advantage than in buying agift 

that will keep coming around as a gentle reminder of your thoughtful- 
ness fifty-two times a year, long after Christmas has ceased to be a memory. 
Five Dollars buys a year’s subscription to JUDGE—a delightful, splendidly 
illustrated, clean, snappy, live, humorous weekly, the essence of good-cheer, 
the very spirit of wholesome mirth—an ideal gift. 


Send in your order now, and just before Christmas we will mail your friend the 
Christmas Card illustrated below. 





This is a very handsome souvenir 6" x 9 inches, most attractively printed in full colors 
on the finest kid-finished stock, and in itself a unique Holiday Greeting. 
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AM 


NTENDS to you the Season's Greetings, and 
begs that you wll accept with he compliments, 
one year's subscription to JUDGE. which he 
has directed us to send to your address for the 
nest ffly two weebs 

Your nome has has heen placed upon our 
mailing lat, ond we trust thet JUOGE will add 
something to your store of happeness and much 
to your pleasure during the year 19/4 
LESLIE JUDGE COMPANY 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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Why Not This? 
—Harvard Lampoon, 


Next! 
I would I were an artist! 
’Twould fill my soul with cheer; 
For when I got a thirst on, 
I’d draw'a glass of beer. 
—California Pelican. 


Still, I’d like to be a woodman 
And walk the forests through, 
And, whenever I got hungry, 
I’d take a chop or two. 
—Princeton Tiger. 


The law would offer me more scope, 
I love the legal race. 
With thirst and hunger I could cope; 
Just order up a case. 
— Michigan Gargoyle. 


My occupation’s better still. 
If you don’t think so, try it. 
I coach the frisky chorus girls, 
And chicken is my diet. 
—Cornell Widow. 


But here in Minnapolis, 
We go to Calhoun Beach, 
And, seated on the sandy shore, 
Enjoy a luscious peach. 
—Minnesota Minnehaha. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles, 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciacea. 
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Keats on the Mexican Difficulty 
(With variations) 
[President Woodrow Wilson and his For- 
eign Secretary, Mr. William Jennings 

Bryan] 
So, like stout Cortez, with spread-eagle 
eyes, 
He viewed the unpacific; and W. Jen. 
Gazed at his leader with a wild surmise, 
Chatty upon a peak in Darien. 
—Punch (London). 


Passing the Mustard 





Where Winter is Onlya Name 


Take one of the AGWI Steamship Lines and sli 

southward over smooth, summer seas to the ‘fae 

where winter is only a name, to— 
Florida—Cuba—Porto Rico—Mexico 
Texas—Bahamas— Santo Domingo 







An Alarmin; Tale—Mr. Staylate—The THE RIVIERA OF AMERICA THE COMING COUNTRY 
— — eard a story that gave me Florida, land of Eternal Flowers, is best reached Texas, land of op nity! You owe it to your- 
such @ start: . : by the luxurious steamers of the Clyde Line, sail- self to see it. Visit mig Atlantic City of 
Miss Muchbored—I wish I knew it.— ing four times weekly from New York direct to the Southwest; San Antonio, Aransas Pass, 





Woman’s Home Companion. 


The Fiercest Thing 
The fiercest thing on earth, I wot— 
A thing to call for gibes— 
Would be a baseball game between 
A lot of baseball scribes. 
—Denver Republican. 


Jacksonville — calling at Charleston — without ne Christi and other celebrated resorts. The 
change; Key West, Tampa, St. Petersburg and Mallory Line is the only direct route to Texas 
the West Coast by the splendid steamers of the without change; best way to California and Pacific 
Mallory Line—direct without change. Write for Coast. For interesting descriptive matter, rates, 
rates, reservations, etc. etc., write 


Clyde Steamship Company Mallory Stear:ship Company 
Pier 36, North River, New York Pier 45, North River, New York 


























CUBA—MEXICO—BAHAMAS THE ISLAND OF ENCHANTMENT 


Reached by the superb steamers of the Ward Line. Porto Rico, rightly named “Rich Port,” is rich in 
The most delightful way to visit Nassau, seat of the traditions, interest and products. You can reach 
British Colonial Government; Havana, the “Little it in four and one half days exd remain on board 
Paris” with its ideal climate, excellent hotels and during delightful cruise around the island. Weekly 


Another most appalling thing, 
We here arise to say, 
Would be a drama acted by 
The critics of the play. 
—Youngstown Telegram. 










‘ , delightful social diversions; and Mexico with its sailings from New York; big, 10,000 ton steamers; 
gh - hag aegis indeed, ancient monuments and historic ruins. For in- luxurious qusmneedinentas one way, $45 and 
passing ’ teresting booklets, rates, etc., write up. Write for booklet and all information. 






Would be a hotel managed by 
The loudly kicking guest. 
—Seattle Post-Intelligencer. 


There’s still another awful thing, 
To help you bunch of gibers, 
And it’s a paper written by 
Dissatisfied subscribers. 
—Indianapolis Star. 


New York & Cuba Mail S. S. Co., (Ward Line) The New York & Porto Rico S.S. Co. 
Pier 14, East River, New York 11 Broadway, New York 


DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 
BOSTON-192 Washington St. CHICAGO—444 Com’! Nat'l Bank Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA-—701 Chestnut St. WASHINGTON- 1306 F St., N. W. 

NEW YORK-—290 Broadway 






















But worse than any mentioned yet 
(Great heavens! how we’d rue it!) 
Would be a child trained up by those 
Who tell you how to do it. 
—Peoria Journal. 


But worse than that, than those, than all 
Of earth’s most dire afflictions, 
Would be the weather made by those 
Who rail at the predictions. 
—Nashville Banner. 
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Perhaps. All these are tough, we know; 
But what worse could be seen 

Than stuff in print rejected by 
A funny magazine? 





A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott’s 
itters. Sample of bitters by mail, 2% cts. in stamps. 
G W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADY.) 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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** Please Excuse My Dust” 


Enclosed find $1.00. 
Send me JUDGE for 3 months. 








JUDGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 








This Coupon exclusively for the use of beginners who wish 
to try a few rides on the Joy Wagon before booking sor the 


s€ason. 





Honk-Honk'!! 


Do you motor?—or, are 
you merely a person? 


T really doesn’t matter, either way you will like 
JUDGE’S Automobile Number—a twelve-cylindered, 
one-thousand horse-power edition, electrically lighted, 
self-starting and all that sort of thing—every modern 

improvement, in fact, except shock-absorbers—there isn’t a 
shocking thing in it. 


So far as we know, wé haven’t overlooked anything worth 
knowing about automobiles or automobilists. 


This number will be crowded with unusual information; 
filled with wonderfully instructive articles. 


For instance: “Driving at Night with One Hand”; there are 
moments when such knowledge would be invaluable. 


Nobody who supports an automobile cares to be mistaken for 
a steerage passenger in his own car. Would you acquire that 
easy air of proprietorship that marks you as the owner of the 
machine, read this number and learn how. 


An expert tells how to go a hundred miles on a gallon of gas, 
without changing the gear or’a two-dollar bill. 


Are you a trifle shy on top? . If so, “Speed as a Hair-Raiser” 
will interest you. 


“Jacking up the Mortgage,” “Oil as a Sartorial Adormment,” 
“Lubricating the Traffic Cop,” are interesting bits to be found 
only in this number. 


“Automobile Etiquette”: how to give the occupants of a 
cheap car the haughty stare. “The Gentle Art of Splashing 
the Pedestrian.” “What to Wear in a $398.50 Machine.” 
“How to tell a Motor Car from a Machine.” “Crests and 
Monograms”: Where to paint a coat of arms to avoid soiling 
the family escutcheon. 


“The Automobile from the Ground Up” is a comprehensive 
treatise by one who knows his subject thoroughly, the author 
having been twice run over by an imported car. 


Ali these and a hundred and one other things of vital interest 
to everybody who owns, drives, borrows, hires, deals in, rides 
in of swears at automobiles, will appear in the great Auto- 
mobile Number—possibly. 


Book now for the Great Joy Ride. Subscription $5.00 for 
52 trips, including one first-class ticket entitling the holder to 
a reserved seat on the JUDGE Juggernaut, due here January 
3d, 1914. 


Are YOU Coming Along? 
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From Factory to You 


French's Mixture, “the Aristocrat of “™ 
Smoking Tobacco,” direct from factory 
to you. Words cannot do justice to the 
fragrance, richness and smoothness of 
this charming blend of North Carolina 

Red and Golden Leaf, Examine it 
~ under a microscope and you will find 
@ it to be the cleanest and purest. Smoke 
; @ pipeful and you will tell your 
aS friends that French’s Mixture is the most 
satisfying and economical tobacco you ever 
touched a match to. 


50c Calabash Pipe FREE 


. oney for stale tobacco from the dealer’s 
Des t n't PAE Jihat. len: = me —&.. " nch’s Mixture that comes fresh and 
direct from the factory. If you want to get more pleasure out of 
srest 00708. you ever got before just send 40c for 1-4 pound of French’s Mix- 
ulated’ or rity for 1-4 po jund of French’s Long Cut. Send now and we 
A > ree FREE-- ~~ ved Calabash Pipe. 
will inclu h & 10¢ (silver or 2c stamps) for large sample ri 
Samp: le Pouc Fre: —_ s Mixture or Long Cut. Specify your 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 17 Statesville, N. Cc. 


DIRECT FROM PARIS! 
Ty 1] IMPORTED fame) 
french Pearl Necklaces, Beautiful in Color, 
Perfectly Matched. 16 in. Long. Gold Clasp. 
Makes Exquisite Gift. Sent Postpaid $1.00. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back. 

G. W. BOOTH CO., 841 E. 53d St., Chicago 


92 2228 DD SHO OS SO SOSA VGCVCVCH” 
























f 







a 

















90234339008 





gr 2292ane9 » 
« 



















TR 
A 2 oa | SALESMEN 


cam $1000 to $5000 a Year 


You can learn to bea Salesman in eight week 8 by mail 
and earn good wages while tat = Vay rning. No form 

er experience necessary. for list of goed 

openings and testimonials om a reds of our stu- 
dents who are now earning $100 to $500 a th. 

ddrers nearest office. Department 2 222 

National Sateomens Training Assocition 

Franci 


Chicago New Yor Kansas City 
OMEIKE’S 

R willsena you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, = 

friends, or any subject on which you may want to be * 

to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of } A 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 

$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY RoOMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 

Avenue, New York. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 


Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 





Press Cutting Bureau 




















Copyright, W. H. Horne 


You remember Sherman’s famous epigram 
regarding war? 





‘If you doubt its truth, buy this week’s 
L | 
and view the horrors of Mexican battlefields | 


as disclosed in a series of the most remarkable 
photographs ever published in a magazine. 


Any News-stand 10c. 
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Humoresques 


Out of the Mouths of Babes 


Teacher—What is the proper time to 
gather apples, Johnny? 
Johnny— When the farmer’s dog is tied. 


Street-car conductor—How old are you, 
little girl? 

Little girl—I’m paying full fare, so it 
isn’t necessary for you to ask impertinent 
questions, 


Mamma—Freddy, didn’t I tell you not 
to eat any more candy to-night? 

Freddy—I’m not eating it, mamma; 
I’m just sucking the juice out of it. 


Georgie (to physician)—Say, I don’t 
think you look like a duck. 

Doctor—Who said I did? 

Georgie—Nobody. But mamma told 
papa you was an old quack. 


said the teacher to a 
can you 


‘““Now, Thomas,’’ 
small pupil in the primary class, “‘ 
tell me what moss is?’’ 

‘“Yes, ma’am,’’ replied the little fel- 
low. ‘‘It’s something that a rolling stone 
does not gather.’’ 


Sadie—Mamma, baby tried to swallow 
papa’s cuff buttons while you were out. 

Mamma—lIndeed! And what did you 
do? 

Sadie—Oh, I gave him acouple of cuffs. 
—Chicago News. 


Her Perpetual Task 


She signaled a car, and the motorman 
stopped. 

Conductor was waiting; hard language he 
dropped. 

Each moment she lingered his mercury 
rose— 

She pulled out a chamois and powdered 
her nose. 


She fell in the river, and just as she sank 

They caught her and brought her, half 
dead, to the bank. 

The first sign of life that she deigned to 
disclose 

Was to call for a chamois and powder her 
nose. ‘ 


In eloquent language I told her the tale 

Of my love and devotion that never should 
fail; 

But just as I reached for a kiss, she arose 

And pulled out a chamois to powder her 
nose. 


Wherever I see here, by night or by day, 

At home, at the club, on the links, at the 
play, 

At dinner or church, wheresoever she goes, 

Forever and ever she powders her nose. 

—W. Kee Maxwell, in Peoria Evening 
Journal. 


Scientific Discovery—‘‘You know, of 
course, that billions of germs can gather 
on the sharp edge of a razor?’’ 

“‘I begin to understand,’’ said young 
Mrs. Torkins. ‘‘The idea of stropping a 
razor is to subdue the germs by corporal 
punishment.’’— Washington Star. 


Natural Question— Mother —Don’t ask so 
many questions, child. Curiosity killed 
the cat. 

Willie—What did the cat want to know, 
ma?—Boston Transcript. 


Give This forXmas 


Sent 


nuine Piedmont 
nern Ked Cedar Chest is 


. Charms the home 
with the romance and sentiment of colonial days. 
from factory at factory prices. 

Write for illustrated 64-pajre catalog showing all 
ree designs, sizes and prices, Also book ‘Story of Red 
Cedar’. Postpaid free. yrite to day. now. 
Piedmont Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 14., Statesville. N.C 
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Better than Irish 


Shipped direct 








Better than Scotch 


G. & W. 


Canadian Whisky 


Distilled and Bottled in Bond by 
Gooderham & Worts, Ltd., Toronto, Canada 


Better than Bourbon Better than Rye 
t A clever memorandum book containing ‘How to mix 100 
nee. delightful drinks."’ Just the thing to have in your home 
_ when company drops in. Send name and address to 

————_ Gooderham & Worts, 225 E. Illinois St., Chicago, Il 


Wat 


cad thdtastacta-tacdacta-tacta-tactactastacta-tactactactacta-tactacta-tacta-tatictacde 


DURBAR GEMS 


Wonderfully brilliant. Pure white 
Constructed by the Oxy-Hydrogen 
Furnace. Will cut glass, stand acid 
and fire tests like real diamonds. 
Have no foil or backing. Set only 
in 14k Gold Mountings. Brillianey 
guaranteed 25 years. 

Sent on Approval or by registered 
mail on receipt of price. Money 
cheerfully refunded if not satisfac- 
tory. Send for booklet. Room 411 

MAIDEN LANE SALES CO. 

Longacre Bidg., Bway & 42nd St..N.¥. 


i iS 

















the great Mexican dish—a 
food for the whole family— 
easily made with Dye’s Chile Mix- 
ture, the modern Chile Maker—2c. 
brings you the recipes—25c. per can 
for house use—50c. wal put you on the 
road to success in thé"Chile business. 
Full particulars free. 






W. A. DYE, 10s 5. Rock loand, Wichita: Kensas 








Skeels Ginseng rag 


Ginseng Gum contains powdered Ginseng roct—na- 
ture’s great tonic for stomach and nerves. Physicinns 
recommend it. Finest Gum made. A sample proves 
it. Quality sells it. The delighgful bitter-sweet 
flavor lasts. Chew it for health awd enjoy it. Try it 
—¢ packages 20c. Full, large bow prepaid. 


The Skeels Ginseng Gum Co., 1¢sin St., Akron, 0. j 


(x ——) PROVE ty R WORK WITH THIS 
TWO DOLLAR MACHINE, 

Easily, quickly and accurately, proves 
your mental calculations in add tion, sub- 
traction. and multiplication. Greatest low 
priced aid fur everyone using figures. New 
unique principl Guaranteed for one 
year. Send €2.00 today ani get one of these 





























useful machines postpaid, by return mail 
Agents Wanted 
J. H. BASSETT & CO., Dept. 16-2, 5921 Indiana Ave., Chicago, MM. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











WEST INDIES AND PANAMA XANAL 
Se at 





The demand for transportation this season to the West Indies and 


he PANAMA CANAL will exceed all records. To afford ample accom- 
modations for tourists making these cruises we will dispatch the S. S. 
Victoria Luise of 17,000 tons, during January, February, March and April. 


Duration 16 to 27 Days. Cost $145-$175 up. 


Also four 15-day cruises from New Orleans during January, February 
and March, by S. S. Fuerst Bismarck and Kronprinzessin Cecilie. $125 


and up including side trip on the Canal. 
Write for information. 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE, 41-45 Broadway, New York 


Philadelphia Minneapolis Boston St. Louis Pittsburgh San Francisco Chicago 








135 DAY y $900 UP 


CRUISE | : 
FROM ue i a So WRITE 
NEW YORK 1 on ~.* BOR 
JAN. 31, *) r PARTICULARS 
i9is 





